JIM : Yes.

FREDA : Well, it won't take me long to get to

sleep to-night. (Going. Picks cloak off chair, L.)

JIM : I bet It won't.

FREDA : Good night., mother darling.

[JIM goes over with his drink and sits by table. /,,
A minute's pause and the kitchen light goes out,
then MABEL comes down and into the room.

MABEL : Did you lock up, Jim ?

JIM : Yes, dear.

MABEL : That girl looks a bit pale to-night.

JIM : Oh; she's tired. Tou ought to be, too, dean

MABEL : I arn a bit. (Pause.} Jim, I shouldn't

worry about that brute.

JIM : Me ! Rather not. I'm not worrying.

MABEL (sitting on table, facing him} : It'll be all

right. You didn't sign anything, did you ?

JIM : Oh, no.

MABEL : You won't, will you, Jim ?

JIM : Of course not. You are a funny girl, if you
get an idea In your head.

MABEL : It's all very well. I know what they're
like, those two.

JIM : Damned swine ! He wouldn't even have a
drink this afternoon.

MABEL : Wouldn't he really ! That's like them.
Never mind, dear.
JIM : Not me !

MABEL : Poor boy ! I always know when you're
worried. You get regular lines under your eyes.
JIM : Have I got 5em to-night ?
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